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"Epipsychidion " might have been if Shelley had
written it in prose. One is surprised, on looking
back, to see how many volumes the punctual and
solid articles in the Revue desDeuxMondes contrived
to fill as the years went uniformly by.

The Vicornte Melchior de Vogue was a very
brilliant writer, but he was even more remarkable
as a man. He will be remembered because, when
weariness had fallen upon the world of letters, he
discovered an oasis with a magical fountain in it.
He tasted very sparingly of that well of waters him-
self. He was austere, superficially dry, painfully
haunted by the instability of things, chilled by the
precarious and fragile tenor of all earthly hopes.
But he was an idealist of the purest temper, and
his loyalty, clairvoyance, and a certain majesty of
mind were infinitely precious qualities in an age
so chaotic as that in which we live.
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